TO HIS 


MISTRESS. 


Iſtake me not ! *Tis not your friſled Hair, _ 
Your Azure Veyns, your Lilly hands ſo fair, 
Your Rofie Cheeky, or Lip, your frown, or ſmile 
That I call Miſtreſs ! Oh there's no ſuch wile 

Can take one Thought of mine ; *Tis not that Grace 
That always dances iti your Eye or Face £/ 
That once provokes me ca Glance, Your-Limby 
Knic ſo ſurpaſſing Art, ſofirm, ſorrim _ * 

As if not FORM'D but CAST ; - Theſe but to me 
Like Statue ſeem, and fo to them Te be : 


Your Trunk, or Preſs, as tocach Ear a Gem, 
To that a Casket. Now d'yce think that i 


With Trunks, or Coffins, will a Rival dye?, .., ,-. 
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Purer then fire! a Thing novo, be ſeen, | 


In me muſt raiſe 2 Throne, muſt be my Queen,  ; 
| Her Veyl ſpun out with Charity to hide "WEST IT. 
Our Numberleſs Tranſgreitions.on ach nac ; 


To theſe your Clothes are Wedded ; - as to them - - 
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Shall have my fimpleſt and moſt Virgin Kiſs, 
Next her Minds Harmony, Yle count my Bliſs, 
Her ſmoother Thoughts, and Wiſhes Ile embrace 
Asa full Quire of Angels in one face, 
Her Modeſt Bluſhes, and her Chaſtity 
- To me both Venus, and ſhall Dian be, 
- Whoſe fears no furies are, but Prieſts, whoſe Joy 
> No Rapture is, nor darling of the Boy, 
Bur with her hopes a Conſtellation makes, 
Mixt with thoſe Sacred Vows the daily cakes. 
Now whilſt ſuch Innocence refides below 
T will to her as to a Temple go. 
Whilſt chus I wed, whilſt thus I chooſe my Bride 
1 amnot to the Sex, bur Vertue ty'd. 


Ex ZEde Chriſti J.L. 


Good Odip to the Nuptials of my never 
enough Honoured Fupill Ms Mary Noel 
Widow ; with my much Honoured Kinſ- 


man $1 ir William Farmour Baronet. 


Leſt N mph! of Females the Prime ſtar 
In Beayties firmament ! ſo far 
Our-ſhining others, that all vex 
To be ſtil'd Creatures of your DEX. 

Since all your Liſtre 1 s divine, 
The Richeſt Gem of Vertues ſhrine ; 
No Colours here dare ſtrive for Place, 
Where Graces only make the Face. | 


In you there's naught of Art or Paint, 

But all we meet 1s Virgin Saint, 

The Ladies Veil,and bite their Lips, 

Forc't to confeſs their own Eclipſe. 

Whilſt ſhe is held o'ch Lovelyeſt hue, 

Whom fame ſets forth as likeſt you, 
Whilſt you move thus deliberate, 

Not in a coy, bur pious ſtate. 

Whilſt y' in your ſelf a SENATE keep, 

Where PRUDENCE ne'r has time to ſleep. 

Whilſt chat with Tears you waſh your Bed, 

Before you dare jelolve to Wed, 

And oft 1mplore, and pray agen, 

Till Heaven vouchſate to ſay Amen : 

Hence be't to call the Nuptial Ty 

A Sacrament, no Herefie. 

Since you 1'th Church do doubtful ſtand, 

Whether you move on Sea or Lard, | 

Since you your felf devoutly '{hrowd, 

As if you met your Lord th Cloud : ; 

Cloth'd with white Robes of Tnrlocence, '* 

And lov'd by each Intelligence. a0 
No Pompous dreſs can yoti adorn, 

And Arts beſt Rags are Marks of Scorn. 


Your Saphyrs, Pearls, . and each rich ſtone 


Change Colour, wiſhing they were none. 
Thoſe Vain delights o'th Wedding Bed 
Methinks the Virgins gin to dread ; 
Since they do clearly now deſfcry 
Ere they well marry,they muſt dye. 
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Now may the Aſpe&s of this morn 
Ourdy that Inſtant when you'r born + 
Yet for contentment may this firſt 


Jf your new Life be found the worſt, 


So may you live that each day prove 
Midwife to a Progeny of Love. 

May your Bleſt ſociat find in you; 
What ſtill invites to Court, and woe. 
May your Afﬀations ſtill grow more, 
Till each can write full out fourſcore. 

May you of Joys no Ray or Beam 
Diſcover ſtill, but a full ſtream: 

Whilſt Sands touch Sands, and minutes kiſs, 
May you be bath'd yith ſhoyres of bliſs. 
Clouds of your Praigs {till contend 
With Clouds of bleffings that deſcend 

On you,and yours, may ſuch aStrife 


Fill the whole Circuit of your Life, 
May you ſtill prove a lacred Charm, 


'To guard your Lover from all Harm. 


May you of him a Champion find, 
Not by the ſtrength of Hand, but Mind ; 
Subduing all that dare Conteſt 
Whether ? In Nature you are Beſt. 


Beyond Time and Expreſſion 
Luffenham in Ryt« 


landſpires e ours. 


With Allowance, 
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